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without remorse see a disabled sailor, the purveyor of our luxury, destitute of necessaries? Who can behold an honest soldier that bravely withstood the enemy, prostrate and in want amongst his friends ? It were endless to mention all the variety of wretchedness, and the numberless poor, that not only singly, but in companies, implore your charity. Spectacles of this nature everywhere occur; and it is unaccountable, that amongst the many lamentable cries that infest this town, your Comptroller-General1 should not take notice of the most shocking, viz. those of the needy and afflicted. I can't but think he waived it merely out of good breeding, choosing rather to stifle his resentment than upbraid his countrymen with inhumanity; however, let not charity be sacrificed to popularity, and if his ears were deaf to their complaints, let not your eyes overlook their persons. There are, I know, many impostors among them. Lameness and blindness are certainly very often acted ; but can those that have their sight and limbs employ them better than in knowing whether they are counterfeited or not? I know not which of the two misapplies his senses most, he who pretends himself blind to move compassion, or he who beholds a miserable object without pitying it. But in order to remove such impediments, I wish, Mr Spectator, you would give us a discourse upon beggars, thai? we may not
rss by true objects of charity or give to impostors, looked out of my window the other morning earlier than ordinary, and saw a blind beggar, an hour before the passage he stands in is frequented, with a needle and thread, thriftily mending his stockings : my astonishment was still greater when I beheld a lame fellow, whose^ legs were too big to walk with in an hour after, bring him a pot of ale. I will not mention the shakings, distortions, and convulsions which many of them practise to gain an alms; but sure I am, they ought to be taken care of in this condition, either by the beadle or the magistrate. They, it seems, relieve their posts according to their talents : there is the voice of an old woman never begins to beg till nine in the evening, and then she is destitute of lodging, turned out for want of rent, and has the same ill i See No. 251.